
INTRODUCTION

We can all make a list. The things in life that give us the 

hump. Your fellow earthlings and those unfathomable 

acts of odd behaviour that are guaranteed to send your head 

into a super-charged, three-sixty spin. From public figures 

to the average Joe, work colleagues to services, transport to 

your own other half. Whichever way you slice it, there’s an 

irredeemable reality here: wherever humans lurk, irrational,  

dubious and just plain infuriating behaviour won’t be far away.

Such acts of annoyance are rarely game changers; they don’t 

usually matter. In the grander scale of what is important in our 

swift lives, these things would never make any serious grade. 

The tailgater, the noisy eater, the moron with an oversized 

backpack on the bus, humans who don’t know how to queue, 

or the mere existence of Piers Morgan; none of these things 

really matter to our everyday lives. Yet, at the same time, these 

relatively innocuous acts are the very things that will raise the 

blood pressure and instruct our brains to fire up the database 

neatly labelled arseholes.

So who are these people who manage to deviate so effortlessly  

from the template of what is acceptable human behaviour? 
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Where do they come from? Are they born? Did they learn this 

stuff? Is there some kind of environmental component to their 

irritating ways? Who are they?

Maybe we should just blame God. Whatever he was doing 

on that first day, his busy tablet of biblical data clearly didn’t 

extend to removing human idiocy from the gene pool. How 

did he miss this? This is the man who created fire and water, 

puppies and fruit. He made little children with cheeky faces; 

this was a very clever man indeed.

Yet somehow, despite his sizeable to-do list, within those seven 

heady days he forgot to add a clause which guaranteed that 

human beings won’t behave like utter knobheads. A couple of 

tweaks to the old DNA and we would have been home and dry.

And so it came to pass that modern life proffers a sizeable 

chunk of humankind doing stupid things. After twenty years 

of officially being an adult, I came, with considerable regret, to 

the gloomy realisation that things were not about to change. 

The great un-self-aware brigade were here to stay.

I could have festered in such disappointment. The mere idea 

that I was part of a race where folk were pre-programmed to 

piss each other off with random acts of odd behaviour was 

not a revelation I liked. Did I really have to accept that some 

people simply behave differently to others, no matter how an-

noying it might be? Should I simply jog on, get over myself and 

take it all on the chin? Not a chance. Instead, I did what any 

other confused person might do; I adhered to the words of the 

great philosopher Justin Bieber. Contrary to some mischievous 

confusion it was in fact Justin who first used those scholarly 

words ‘don’t let things get you down, get up, get up and lose 

the frown’. God, he’s good. And he’s right.
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In fairness, it wasn’t just the sagely Justin who changed 

my life. My ex-girlfriend Lisa played her part too. Lisa was 

convinced I was an angry man. I tried to reason that I was, in 

fact, an annoyed man. Not an angry one. In any case, I had 

stated, anger is just a twisted form of optimism; angry people 

just want things to be right. They want people to play nicely. 

I was pretty darn proud at the last line but Lisa simply took a 

deep breath and stared at me. It was the kind of stare Michaela 

Strachan gives to the owners of a euthanised cat on one of 

those animal programmes.

Lisa’s grand plan was that I should make notes. She said 

that ranting on the radio was all well and good but nothing 

can beat the written word.

Whatever bugged the hell out of me, I should log it in some 

kind of diary form. She told me that her therapist had offered 

similar advice: always keep a journal – put it onto paper. It 

unclogs the mind and gets all of your angst away from your 

head and out onto the big wide world of A4. This was intox-

icating stuff for me (not least because I had no idea she had 

a therapist, a man who went by the ever-so-slightly annoying 

name of Delano). For the very first time I knew what I had 

to do: share my growing list of exasperation with the planet 

and expose those knuckleheads whose kooky acts of gross 

stupidity burden my day. I had to create the definitive list; the 

unarguable, non-debatable opus.

I know what you’re thinking. Different things annoy dif-

ferent people. No two lists could ever be the same. Fair point. 

One man’s annoyance is another’s idea of hilarity; my partner 

can see nothing wrong with Western men wearing bandanas, 

whereas I subscribe to a slightly different view that unless you 
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have some kind of medical issue or hail from São Paulo, the 

use of such cranial attire probably makes you a bit of a toss 

merchant. So I get it, we can all agree to disagree. But this list 

began its life a mile long. It has been prudently whittled down 

to an irrefutable consensus. This is the mother of all lists, the 

non-negotiable oracle of all things bamboozling when it comes 

to human behaviour.

•  •  •
Along the way I enlisted the help of some friends. Mike, Danny, 

Laura and Will (The Collective) proved the ultimate sounding 

board for ensuring I wasn’t going totally tonto when it came 

to the tricky dilemma of what is a reasonable area of abject 

irritability and what borders on the insane. It’s a fine line, kids.

It’s important I tell you that the 67 are in no particular 

order. There’s no Billboard-style countdown going on here. 

I had slaved over the notion that if I created some kind of 

pecking order I may well be able to stand back and identify 

some sort of mathematical pattern that explains, once and for 

all, human imbecility. I had inebriating visions of breaking 

that code; maybe I would be recognised internationally for my 

endeavours… ‘And the Nobel Prize for finally defining what a 

dickhead is goes to…’ – it was a nice thought but if the collec-

tive brains of Jung and Freud had failed to sufficiently explain 

away donkey’s years’ worth of idiotic behaviour then I had to 

concede that I was unlikely to either.

Literary purists should also take note: there’s no smart- 

arsed narrative going on here. This is on the road stuff: part 

raw polemic, part diary and quite a lot of general ranting. If I 
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saw it, thought it or it gave me the compelling urge to want to 

eat my own face, I wrote it down.

So welcome to the journey, my frustrated friends – our jour-

ney – as we pick the bones, dissect and expose the irksome 

individuals who taint our daily lives and make this thing called 

life a tad more stressful than it ever needed to be.

Welcome to 67 People I’d Like to Slap.


